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empty chair, and the presence, at best, is but "One 
mute shadow, watching all." 

The touching picture of " Christmas Eve in a Grave- 
yard" is an illustration of a custom common in Ger- 
many — that of placing small Christmas trees with 
lighted tapers over the graves of departed friends. 
In our illustration (page 183), a mother is supposed 
to have come with her only remaining child, to place 
Christmas tokens over the grave of two darlings. 
How tenderly she kneels by the spot, placing the 
small burning tapers among the twigs of the minia- 
ture tree, while her whole face and figure is aglow 
with their light, as if her buried treasures were 
sending radiance from heaven to comfort her. At 
one side stands the little boy gazing with silent awe 
and wonder upon the snow-covered mound under 
which sleep his little playmates of last year. The 
whole composition is full of feeling; the desolate, 



when he stood a victor on the plain of Ravenna. 
Every one remembers Conde and Rocroy at the same 
age. Gustavus Adolphus died at thirty-eight. Look 
at his captains : that wonderful Duke of Weimar, 
only thirty-six when he died ; Banier himself, after 
all his miracles died at forty-five; Cortes was little 
more than thirty when he gazed upon the golden 
cupolas of Mexico. When Maurice of Saxony died 
at thirty-two, all Europe acknowledged the loss of 
the greatest captain and the profoundest statesman 
of the age. Then there is Nelson, and Clive ; but 
these are warriors, and perhaps you may think there 
are greater things than war. I do not ; I worship 
the Lord of hosts. But now take the most illustri- 
ous achievements of civil prudence. Innocent III., 
the greatest of the popes, was the despot of Christen- 
dom at thirty-seven. John de Medici was a cardinal 
at fifteen, and, Guiccardini tells us, baffled with his 



DESPAIRING FOR LEILA. 
(An Arabic Song.) 

R. II. STODDARD. 

" Girl, I love thee ! " Her reply 
Was the saucy one, ' ■ You lie ! 
If you love me, as you sav, 
Why are you alive to-day ? 
I will tell you what to do : — 
There will be no love in you 
Till your blood is weak and thin. 
And your bones prick through your skin : 
Till you wither, heart and mind, 
And are nearly deaf and blind- 
Scarcely hear them when they cull. 
And not answer them at all ; 
Till you never prate again 
Of your love, and my disdain ; 
No, nor breathe it in your sighs ; 
Or at least until your eyes, 




snowy churchyard with the two lonely figures, the 
tangle of trees in the back-ground, the little chapel 
with its lighted windows, and the moon shining in 
the heavens, tell the story with more touching truth- 
fulness than can be expressed in words. 



Genius of Youth. — Almost everything that is 
great has been done by youth. For life in general 
there is but one decree. Youth is a blunder; man- 
hood a struggle ; old age a regret. Do not suppose 
that I hold that youth is genius ; all that is genius, 
when young, is divine. Why, the greatest captains 
of ancient and modern times both conquered Italy 
at five-and-twenty ! Youth, extreme youth, over- 
threw the Persian empire. Don John of Austria won 
Lepanto at twenty-five — the greatest battle of mod- 
ern times. Had it not been for the jealousy of 
Philip, the next year he would have been Emperor 
of Mauritania. Gaston de Foix was only twenty-two 



"ON THE ROAD."— H. Suder. 

statecraft Ferdinand of Arragon himself ; he was 
pope, as Leo X., at thirty-seven. Take Ignatius 
Loyola and John Wesley ; they worked with young 
brains. Ignatius was only thirty when he made his 
pilgrimage and wrote the " Spiritual Exercises." 
Pascal wrote at sixteen — and died at thirty-seven. 
Ah ! that fatal thirty-seven, which reminds me of 
Byron, greater even as a man than a writer. Was it 
experience that guided the pencil of Raphael when 
he painted the palaces of Rome? He died, too, at 
thirty-seven. Richelieu was secretary of state at 
thirty-one. Well, then, there are Bolingbroke and 
Pitt, both ministers before other men leave cricket. 
Grotius was in great practice at seventeen, and 
attorney-general at twenty-four. And Acquaviva — 
Acquaviva was general of the Jesuits, ruled every 
cabinet in Europe, and colonized America before he 
was thirty-seven. What a career ! It is needless to 
multiply instances. The history of heroes is the 
history of youth. — U Israeli. 



Blind with tears, that rain tor me, 
Shall your only vouchers be." 

Master of the Universe ! 
If there's a deeper curse 
Than this terrible despair, 
(Burden more than I can bear !) 

let Leila have her share : — 
Let my love divided be ! 
Half to her, and half to me ! 
Or, if this be not her fate, 
Let her neither love nor hate, 
Only be indifferent — 

1 will try to be content. 

"Ah, but she is sick," you say. 

Why was I not sent for, pray ? 

There is danger in delay. 

I have taken my degree 

(Leila knows, my master, she) — 

Let me her physician be. 

These diseases of the heart 

Are beyond the reach of art : 

He who gives can cure the smart ! 



